PELLY    BAY
morale was low. In any case, I sat on the sled that night, once
again a white man, once again viewing the Arctic as my per-
sonal enemy. The wind blew, and there was no shielding my
nose from it, however I turned and twisted on the sled. As for
the shore line, I wanted no longer to look at it, for each time I
looked it seemed farther away.
The sun went down and the world became again that grey
cotton-wTool in which you float without being able to see your
own feet. The grating of the runners on the ice was the only
indication that we were on the march.
After the half-light, total darkness, accompanied by the usual
despair of ever arriving. But I did see, suddenly, land on my
left and knew it was Fram Point, which is to say Gjoa Haven.
At that moment Ittimangnerk pronounced the word, 'Igloo,3
and I saw the lights of the Post. Where, suddenly, was my
fatigue? What a weakling I had been to collapse like that!
We entered the mouth of the bay, stopped at the foot of the
ridge, and found ourselves lighted by an electric torch. Was this
Gibson? No, it was Utak's brother. All together, we pushed the
sled up the rise and it fell as if dead tired into a hole in the snow
near the Store. I ran to the Post and wras welcomed home by
the comfortable and impassive Gibson.
'Hello! Here you are again/ was his greeting.
If only he had known what it meant to be here again! I let
myself sink into a chair and rejoiced in the warmth of the room.
Like an Eskimo, I muttered again and again, 'Unak-to-diJ — 'It
is warm, it is warm. I shall eat to-night,51 said to myself. cAnd
I shall take off all my clothes.3 It was thirty-five days since I had
last washed my face and taken off all my clothes.
Next morning I was still tottering. I got up and lit the stove.
My head was heavy, I was incapable of forming sentences, and
I sat staring round the room. No Inuk^ no 'man pre-eminently3
I! Gups. An alarm clock. A wash-basin. Impossible. I was
emerging from a dream. And what did I look like amid all
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